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never heard of such a thing, said I couldn't be blamed
at all But there it is, What bothers me is that there's
some of your money gone, too. I'm sorry, Pongo. I seem
to have made a mess of it,"
"I have some money left, though/'
"Not much," he told her gloomily.  "About twelve
hundred, perhaps. No, not quite that."
"Well, that's something, isn't it? It's quite a lot really.
And after all you've had very good business experience
now. Then—you remember what Uncle Phil said? Just
a minute, I'll pour out the tea. Yes, you must have
some," She did not sound at all depressed.
* She was not depressed. In a few weeks, she might be
miserable—she knew that too; she seemed to know every-
thing to-night-but now, at this moment, she might have
just had good news instead of very bad. Unlike her hus-
band, who appeared to be only half the man he usually
was, a listless lump, she felt twice her customary self. The
footlights had blazed out, the curtain had shot up, and
she had responded at once to the call of the drama. But
there was more in it than that. She was no longer play-
ing and pretending in the background. The situation,
leaving him crushed, challenged her, and there was some-
thing exhilarating in accepting the challenge. Every-
thing was suddenly real and exciting. Plans by the score,
some of them born of old idle day-dreams, were stirring
in her mind, and now while he listened, sometimes
shaking his head, sometimes looking at her hopefully,
they came tumbling out. "Of course, we'll give this place
up as soon as we can—we ought to get a decent premium
too, look what we've spent on the decoration—and then
I'm sure Mother would take the children for a tew
months. , . "

